Once printed, Robotnik had to be distributed secretly, 63
l?hey could keep no lists of readers—lists might fall into
jie hands of the police. They could not send it through
They could not write any letters about it, nor
telegram, nor telephone. Yet the system of
"dronrSklaries" worked so smoothly that in half an hour,
at most an hour, some hundreds of papers were in the
hands of their readers. In the cities it was delivered on
the day of publication, or the next day. In the most re-
mote places, within a week. So few were printed that
each copy was passed on to another reader, then on, and
on and on; the average was ten, and frequently one or
more of the ten read it aloud to a group.
"Men will believe in the P. P. S.," said Pilsudski,
"when our paper reaches them regularly."
One of his helpers in the work of distribution was
Comrade "Edmund." They had only two satchels, a
"blonde" and a "brunette." They had one overcoat be-
tween them and used it for a blanket when they slept
out of doors. Sometimes they spent the night in a
train. Often they bought no tickets.
Always in the back of Wiktor's mind was the con-
sciousness of danger, of being utterly helpless in the
face of it, plus a sense of great responsibility. Will the
police come today? Every page of Robotnik carried a
silent threat—so many years in Siberia. Every page
was to Pilsudski a stroke of the whip to czardom.
Often he lost his temper over the slow little press
and would call it an old rattler, a stupid beast, a plague
and a pest. Yet withal he loved it, for it carried to the
workmen of Poland his ideas—and his ideals too. It
was bound up with so many hopes, so much devotion
and sacrifice. It was more than a machine of iron and
wood, it was the heart of a revolutionary movement.
How furious the gendarmes must be getting! Year
after year Robotnik came out. They were first annoyed,
then angry at the lack of success of their large-scale

